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Letters 


Author's Notes: 
Day twenty-seven of the thirty-day drabble challenge! This one was fun to write.. :) 


Geddy settled down on the comfortable, worn couch and fished the folded note out of his back pocket. He didn't 
usually see Alex on Fridays. Geddy's mother didn't like him going to band practice on the Sabbath, even if he 
swore he'd be back before sunset. (It was like she didn't trust him or something.) So it had been a pleasant 
surprise when his bubbly blond beloved had come jogging up to him as he walked home. 

"Hiya, Gedl" Alex had beamed. 

"Hi, Lerxst, what's up?" 


"Not much, man, not much, just happened to be in the neighborhood." 


He gave Geddy a high-five, and when he did, Geddy felt him press a small square of paper into his palm. Geddy 
slipped it into his back pocket and hoped he looked casual. 


"So, we have a gig tomorrow, right?" 
"Yup, at 1:15. Meet at my house at b?" 
"Sounds like a plan. See you around, Lerxst.' 


"See you around, Dirk!" He grasped Geddy's forearm in a kind of hearty handshake thing, drawing him close. 
"Love you," he whispered, and Geddy broke out in goosebumps. He released his arm, clapped him on his 
shoulder, and was on his way. Geddy watched him jog down the sidewalk, trying to suppress the goofy smile 
that was trying its hardest to bloom on his face. 


Now he was home, and it was time to see what Alex had obviously gone out of his way to give him. He would 
normally be nervous that it was some sort of break up note, but Alex had told him he loved him right before 


he left, so he actually felt pretty confident, for once. 


He looked at the note. "Read this in private," read the scrawled handwriting on the outside fold. Geddy looked at 
his brother, who was also occupying the family room. Allan was seated on the floor, face only about 60 
centimetres away from the screen, comic book open on his lap, desperately trying to soak up as much 
entertainment as he could before the sun went down and the lights and the television were shut off as the 


Sabbath began. Geddy figured that was pretty close to private, anyway. 


He unfolded the first fold of the note. "Maybe read this in your room?" it said under the flap. Geddy rolled his 
eyes. He was feeling lazy after a long week of school, and didn't feel like getting off the couch. 


He unfolded the next fold. Alex had apparently written him a letter about how to read his letter. "I'm serious, 

Geddy, go to your room to read this. Unless Allan's there. Then wait until he isn't there any more. Throw him 
out the window or something. He'll probably bounce." Geddy snickered at the image, then unfolded the final fold. 
My Dearest Darling Dirk: 


| hope you took my advice and are reading this alone, in your room. Do me a favor. Lie down on your bed. 


Geddy scanned the rest of the page and felt himself turn crimson. He hurriedly folded the note back up and 
jammed it into his pocket. He cleared his throat. 


"Hey, Allan, I'm, uh, going upstairs." 


Allan snorted, annoyed at the interruption in his media binge. "What are you tellin’ me for? You want a medal 


or something?" 


Geddy stood and hurried out of the room and up the stairs, pulling anxiously at the front of his shirt in the 
hopes that maybe, maybe it would hide the bulge that had popped up there. Luckily, he ran into no one on the 


way to the room he shared with his brother. He slammed the door behind him and locked it, then dashed to 
the window and shut the blinds. Once he was sure that no one could peek in at him, he relaxed a little, then 


took the note out of his pocket and lay down on his bed. He unfolded it and began to read. 
My Dearest Darling Dirk: 


| hope you took my advice and are reading this alone, in your room. Do me a favor. Lie down on your bed. Comfy? 
Good Now unzip your pants. Imagine its me that's doing if, okay? 


Geddy felt his breath quicken as he took himself into his hand. 


/ love touching you, Dirk Im sorry I can't do it every night. Now Im stroking you. | can feel how hard you are. Im 


kissing you all over your face, and you're making cute litte sounds as | speed up. 
Geddy bit his lip in the hopes that he could keep himself from making any sound at all. 
With my other hand, Im playing with your balls a little. (Do this, Ged) Geddy complied. 


HI fuck you later, just like you like to be fucked, but for now, | just want fo make you feel good | speed up a little 
more, and now youre rocking your hps like youre screwing my hand. Alex was right. Geddy's hips were rocking 
back and forth as he thrust against his palm. 


Youre close now, aren't you, Baby? I love fo watch you come. Keep touching yourself for me until you cant hold 


back any more. | want you fo call my name. (You can use your pillow if you wan?) 


That sounded like an excellent suggestion. Geddy didn't need any more encouragement to let go. His hand flew 
away from his balls and grabbed his pillow, pressing his mouth to it just in time to muffle his voice as he 
sobbed "Alex, oh, Alex." His dick pulsed in his hand and he felt his shirt dampen as the drops hit it. He'd never 


been more grateful that his mother made him do his own laundry. 


He waited a moment to calm down before he read the rest of the note. Once he had stopped shaking enough to 
hold the paper still, he continued. 


| hope you enjoyed that. Im so fucking hard now. Tonight, while Im in bed, Hi be thinking about you touching yourself 
for me. And you can think about me thinking about you. And | can think about you thinking about me thinking about 
you. And you.. Oh, fuck, now | confused myself. Oh, welll | can’t wait fo see you tomorrow. Ask your mom if you 


can sleep over, kay? Love you forever, Lerxst. :) 


Geddy lay there for a moment, then pressed his fevered lips to the paper and folded it back up. He stood, 
changed his clothes, and tucked the note into a safe place inside his sock and underwear drawer. He went to 
leave the room, then stopped, turned, went over to his desk and sat down. He pulled a composition book from 


the shelf. He smiled He had a letter of his own to write. 


